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NOTES ON THE PRIMITIVE 
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WE LIE HERE ITCHING 


that tribe of fleas we dropped 
now a Civilization 
that went on without us. 


But not too far. 

Perhaps the next tomb 

or the mound werre buried in 

tempered with our beads, feathers, and flesh. 
Or closer. 

The rattle of spears when you shift against me. 
The hand holding an axe. 

The arm which might be mine. 

The carbon’'s tick 

ticking us off. 


So close 

something is bound to turn up. 
Perhaps the faint glow of residue 
sinking with our bones. 

Perhaps something I can tap loose 
from this jar. 

Something I feel now 

stirring inside 


close 
as dust on a wing 


close 
as the feeler 
slipping through this crack. 


HUNGRY AS ALWAYS 


We lie here 
moist and warm 
content to doze awhile 


but no 
the tongue licks us inside out 
_ demanding answers. 


I can't sleep for dreaming up names 
to call this shadow ) 


nudging me to 
run! run! 


Hungry as always 
I latch on to the body 
and it fills my mouth. 


THE MEDICINE WOMAN 


dt 


My father. 
My mother 
The rock 
The tree 


I wove a nest in the crook of an arm 
Where I! brood 


Warm enough to open ~ 
So soft I feather into tears and sing 


Naked 
I look for a mouth 


II 


When the vision happens 

No arrow can stop the flight 

That lands with you 

Feathered in its claws 

And the forest you enter 

Is a shadow of the one you leave 
Trees look solid but are not 

Nothing is held or hard 

Lights spill into other lights 

A river of sun shakes its scales 

The current crumbles your edges 
Every filling in the body is eaten out 
You look at the world through a waterfall 
And the world floats 
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When I see darkness I see you 
Running beneath a cloud 
And the field left dry 


I see your blood slough shadow 
There is nothing to bury when you die 


You love death 

You lie in its cave 

Strung tooth and claw to the pelt 
The body an open grave 


But the dead prowl 

Your woman wanders a desert 
And the desert blankets your child 
And under the blanket is a stone 
And the stone melts 

And the child drowns in its fire 


You come to me for the cure 
You slip in under the night 
And lift my skin with your blade 


Again you bear down 
I bleed 


Crazy woman you say 
Suck my sores 
And I open my mouth 
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FIRE 


Lightning strips the tree 

And you save what smolders 
Bedding it down 

As if you were the first 

To feel fire 


Roused when you reach out 
Fierce at touch 
So that finally your voice 

All these years 

Packing and unpacking 
Comes | 
Rising 

As if one egg brooded a covey 
Gone 

Giving itself to everyone 


An eye in the forest 
The forest falling in an eye 
Fingers and tongue probing 


And you left 
Eaten up 
Wet 
Wanting it 


i 


ICE FISH 


On the edge of the antarctic shelf 
ice fish breathe through skin. 
They have no protective scales. 
When they lean on water 

water swims. 


Wherever they are they replace the sea. 


In a world of floats 

I hang how I can 
fingers dead 

one eye flopped dry 
the other 

crystal 

nearly invisible 

frozen in a root of ice. 
Ice forms around sleep 
holding my wake. | 


Fish 

eat me out 

or tell me the terrible. 

Tell me we die preserved in ice 
no melt. 

Tell me I dream what I feel 


your body pressed against ice 
the answer cupped in your mouth. 


My lips freeze 

Help! 

on the multiple mirrors curved in 
no out. 


Ice fish 

I want you 

the length of myself 

a sea of you rubbed on my skin. 
I ache where you chipped 

ache 

watching you swim. 
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SOMETHING MISSING 


Well 

you dig, 

and more bodies pour into the tombs, 
but something is missing, 

the ancient river bed sucked dry, 

its marrow replaced by stone. 


You recover what you can. 

The catalogue lists 

amulets, reliefs, charms, 

a mummyform staring from lapis lazuli 
and inside the case 

the dry, shriveled remnant 

once called king. 


Down here it's back and forth 
the spirit restless and still no home. 


Do you realize how close you've come? 
I wear my face hoping you find me. 
Everything I've buried wants out 


to taste your breath in my mouth 
and in your hands 

feel the body wake 

spiced, oiled, warm and whole. 


STONE 


I pick at the day | 
hot to make myth . 


a feast of stone 


| | for the keeping of fire 


stone holding the fields 
- you clatter with hooves 


when you come 
what else can | hold 
naked 
~ shadow running my back 
I spark without break 
moved 
yes yes 
when you come 
sleek with sweat 
-I am covered with velvet grooved 
for stalks and roots 


knowing you pass 


PIECES 


They pulled Jackie from the wax museum 
but not Marilyn. 

Like the Alabama congressman said, 
everything is made for love. 


It was an archaeologist named Love 
who found a piece of Aphrodite 
in a basement storage room. 


We all play statue, 
waiting to be moved, 
melting at the last warmth. 


It's find me, find me 
complete this form. 
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HUNTING THE SEAL 


What I do first 

is dance the sacred songs 
then 

when the song hooks 

I put down the mask 

and go out on ice. 


There is no one else. 

No landmarks but memory 
and the snow drifting 

until I make it my house. 


touch 


The hunt begins at the breath-hold 


and I am the knife 
widening the mouth. 


When the seal juts from the sea 


and loops into sinew and bone 


I thrust with my spear 
hauling him up 
and again a thrust 


my mouth on the wound blood 


the first fresh food in months 


a warm spout in my throat. 


How easy it is now to forget 
the long journey in 

the cold no skin can heat 
the light shifting out. 


How easy to rest hours 
stretching days 
into the zero of weeks. 


I leave to survive 
the bear's hot breath melting my tracks. 


I leave 

because hunger is ice. 

It packs and drives. 

Whoever lies in its path is crushed. 

Even those we love. 

These are thoughts | bury in snow. 

I know how easy it is 

to play with souls of the dead and be kept. 


I hunt from need. 

I hunt for blood 

and fill my lamps with the oil of flesh. 
I am the eater of raw meat. 

My hunger is stored too deep ito thaw. 
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REMINDERS 


A few tribes still practice mutilation 
when the head of a family dies. 


Reminders are left on the walls of caves, 
hands and finger stubs outlined by ocher 
like the print a child would make. 


Not childish— 
the extremity of feeling we suffer 
for a lost member. 


WOLF HOWL 


Madness is a precarious ridge. 
Hackles rise when we least expect. 

A scream slips from the edge of a cliff 
and falls, 

forest and fog in ascent, 

the tree-line pitched, 

wolves howling down the spine; 


the way smoke spirals from a log 

until coals slump into cracks and catch. 
Wolf eyes. Topaz. 

Garnet at night. 

Deep burns turned hard. 


When the moon thins 

and breasts get tight, thighs quick, 

the wolf gnaws out of his cage 

to roam my flesh. 

His cry leaps from a pit 

as we roll and romp on a lawn of pelt; 
when the howl swells to a held high pitch, 
it ruts my dark. 


I can hear his whimpering mate 
tear at wire with her bleeding mouth. 


WIRED TO CAPTURE OUR LIVES 


Day hits the door and lands 


photographs 
words 
wired to capture our lives. 


A child runs toward us in screams and flames 
his fingers picking at gobbets 

the stubs melting to hands 

and arms. 


The caption reads: 
Rats took the head 
the body lies under the mother. 


The next page sells itself with smiles— 

a lion nuzzling his cub with a bloody mouth. 
Each time he rises 

we are caught 

squirming under paws that tease. 


No game. 

Your body thuds against mine 
a claw in the thigh 

teeth sunk so deep 

nerves are numbed. 

I lie beneath you. 

I lie in your mouth and crave. 


Inside the rip 
you plunge 
and grind. 


NOTES ON THE PRIMITIVE 


The hunt: 

down to bulbs in summer in autumn 
acorns. 

Not a tissue of smoke no spear 

or remnant of rope. 

His footprints leaves 

backed into stone. 


Found: ash scattered through stubble. 
Ishi Ishi | 


voice never sighted. 


Learned to sign his name and collect. 
Learned that where we walked 
the twig cracked. 


Song written on sand: 


Where will I go? 

Whom will I ask? 

An arrow enters the dream left mortal. 
Under the mask another 

mouth holds my breath cornered 
blunted by shallows 


a surface of names blurred in each other. 


The eyes of doe and fawn 
rest 
and are gone. 


I will grow old in this house. 
A forest for crows. 


He died 

was buried in the manner. 
From the beginning— 
driven over a precipice 
and eaten raw. 


Devoid of council 
what could we hold but autopsy? 


Old man. 
Old man 


even the films we took went bad. 
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NOW WE COME 


They came up-river 

lugging baskets of dirt to patches of land 
lost in swamp and palmetto, 

the mound building up to gods, 

the drum calling to the mask, 

the body dancing out of shadow. 


What signals they lit are out, 

the low grave mounds pocked by shovels, 
midden plundered, the spirit scattered, 
and now we come to piece the cup. 


This bowl is found with bones. 

It shines from hours of rubbing— 
oil from the hand, stone and grit. 
This bowl sweats. 


Tomorrow we open the mound. 

No telling how deep the body is flexed 
in its grave. Where the body is 

there is also treasure. And bones, 

the beautiful bones that stay 

long after we are worn. 


Fragments slip through our fingers. 
The egret floats branch to branch 
an arrow-length ahead. 

At night fog:camps around the tent. 
Stones are wet as severed hearts. 
Dreams turn against stone, 

over and over striking for fire. 
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A COLD CHUNK OF STAR 


Such a cold chunk of star 
Slung into space 


No wonder! sleep close 
Pulling you into my curve 
Your mouth to my breast 
A moon still warm 
Throbbing 
Throwing out light 
Your pulse in my flesh 


Our whole night is spent 
Hanging on edge 
While darkness pushes us out 


No wonder we drift 


The slow motion of feathers 
Settling in a windless house 


All our lives are spun on collapse 

Sucked through a rip so black 

We fling to the ground and hold 
One hand tethered 
The other snapping at dark 

As we listen 

For the light crackling out 

And the voice sent back still warm 
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YOU SIT THERE STARING 


You sit there staring 
your mouth on a rim 
and someone nearby snaps his fingers— 
wake up! —but you dream on 
and drown in the cup. 


Same thing walking railroad tracks. 
You start across the trestle and think: 
what if a train comes 
will | jump or be chopped? 


Spectacular endings 

dependent on how you want to be found 
dependent on timing 

or whether the train still runs. 


You step on. You step off. 
Nothing happens. 
You depend on balance to get across. 


Years later they find you 
tied to a rail 


asleep 


your finger on a knot. 
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Was 


WHOEVER THEY CALL MAD 


the exact name slips 

Miss Elise Miss Fanny Miss Aleta Jane 

whoever they call mad 

a compulsive walker 

every morning at eight 

the same crepe dress 

frazzled as moss 

ribbon at the throat 

beaded bag 

and circling her head 

the wide-wheeled galaxy 

of an infinitely purple hat 

every morning at eight 

down the crumbling steps 

past columned houses 

infested by glories 

snarled back on their seed 

every morning dogs 

railed against chains 

dogs at her heels 

dogs at the drugstore hardware trolley 

dogs sprawled at the feet of old cronies 

don't pay her no mind 

she don't bother nobody 

every morning to the dock 

past honky-tonks latticed porches 

whores rocking their grievances 

back uptown to the square 

three times around through pigeon flocks 

scattered lord knows where 

the route lost until five 

when she showed for a tray 

whoever they call kind 

everyday the same 

rarely spoke 

never complained 

walked as they said 

to her grave 

we still look for the ghost 

the dogged 

the mad 

crazed to tear loose 

Miss Elise Miss Fanny Miss Aleta Jane 
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RABID 


Night comes 
and what is the point of closing our eyes? 


Howls leap at the fence. 
One howl lunges at another 
connecting streets towns 


howls 

gnawing at sleep 

while you shift against me 
conditioned not to wake 
an arm across my breast 
a tooth in the jugular. 


Howls. 


The door to the room is locked 
but what of the nightmare 
twitching between us 


a loop of saliva 
swinging from its lip? 
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CUSTOMERS 


I sit 

they sit 

smiling 

for another million dollar reactor 
yes the weather yes the children 
yes to law and order 
motherhood 

and football-religion 


whatever we salute 


Somewhere 


fear is being side-tracked through the darkness 


the insignificant town 

population a few thousand 

Somewhere 

fear is buried but leaking 

like the moisture from this cocktail glass 


One small globe 
about to drop in my lap 


Yes I want another drink 

another olive 

tumbling green-bellied down 

another blackout 

before we pay up and go home 

I want a pill 

to sleep off that explosion of nightmares 
buried out of sight touch sound 


down where | won't have to think 
about the child of my child 

who might one morning wake 
and without warning 

step from his skin 

piled like wax around a wick 
blackening as it bends 


I want to get beyond the reach of that blister 
rising from a burn I can't salve 

I want to fall deeper than that child's bones 
Not in a thousand years 

could we touch those gems 

glowing underground 

Not in a thousand muffled more years 
falling like the peas on my plate 

to a floor I won't have to sweep 


Right now there is nothing I want more 
than to fall into bed and forget 

how were kept 

cool 

tenderized 

warm 
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MY GRANDFATHER 
WHO KILLED HIMSELF 


The woods grapple with fog. 
Thoughts immediate as crows on snow 
feed in a cluster. 


I hide in pages turned back 
to a library of sleek leather 
once slid on as a seal through water. 


From Bavarian lamp globes, 
blood-light flowed. 
Red was a cave of color 


felt in Paradise Lost. Grandfather, 
what hell hurled down 
to flame your brain? No other 


anguished angel clutched my thoughts 
as much as you 
when you plummeted from my years. 


Under the surface red ran varicose 
through conversation. Careful, 
careful, don’t tell her. 


Several things seem to splatter more space 
when spilled. Milk is one, 
but blood is more sour— 


a little travails. I'm glad 
I wasn't there to find you spread- 
eagle in bed, on a red cover. 
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WHERE WE MEET 


For the third time in an hour 
I cross the same river 
curving back on itself. 


The truth is 
I'm rappelling down the shaft of a cave 
crammed with shadow. 


Somewhere at the bottom 
crystals open and pour from rock. 


The truth is 


the stone and the dark are where we meet. 


The truth is 
these ropes. 
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THE HOUSE GOES OUT 


The house goes out 

and night takes us in. 

A door opens on the wrong time and place, 
and a man falls away from his wife, 


falls as if down cellar steps, 
while she runs for the broom closet. 


For hours I've been sitting in this dark room, 
trying to reconstruct your face 
from a whisper. 


One day can be a scratch on the cornea, 
a magnitude of damage 
done without knowledge. 


Love, 

what we need is light inside, 
not this empty socket 
swinging from its wire. 
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LOOSE CONNECTIONS 


At the end of the block 
a transformer halts 
then hums. 


For a moment it seems a moth crossed the lamp— 
the way we read the world 

a dark room 

flickering light 

and our dust floating 

transfused. 


I lie here conjuring faces of people | love. 
No wonder I sleep clinging to your back. 
How can we sleep at all 

thinking of the dreams lined up to be filled— 
parents lovers 

and the children we pass 

as if they were strangers 

our minds on something else. 


Even now your face dissolves 

and I prowl sleepless from room to room 
a feverish cat 

aching for the secrets I nursed 

to drown. 
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HANGING IN THE DARK 


Light in the attic: 
I had hoped to hang myself in the dark. 


Creaks, groans, 
a cable snaps: 
I'm crazy aunt pulled from the shutter. 


Everyone knows, 

but no one talks about 

monsters wearing familiar clothes. 
Trunks overflow with the used 
borrowed and borrowed. 


I play my part. 
I have the stay of the house. 


Lost in options for out, 
one eye watches its ghost 
pivot ever so slow 

at the end of rope. 


I sleep with you, 

grinding beneath your grope, 
my hot breath in your ear, 
tongue flickering over skin, 
teeth, 

deep in your shoulder, 

going for throat. 


KNIFE IN THE ALLEY 


A flare splats back on the sun 
and light years away earth shifts and cracks. 


I rush from room to room 
but which rattling cup to catch? 


It's this hanging to the edge of the day— __ 
how do we know which moment might drop? 


I build a road to your house 
but an alley waits 
splattered 


waits 
while I flop in circles 
my head on the ground. 
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DAY AFTER DAY 


Weather changes. 

A decoupage of petals grounded by rain 
scatters— 

leaves in the garage, 

odd spaces that fill and empty again, 
difficult to measure; 

in the absence of children, 

remains 

we pick on at random. 


Only the crow call is fixed on foreboding. 


We tune in to news. 

An unbelievable peace you say, 
and | agree 

it's the fear of holocaust 

that holds us together. 


REMNANTS 


I'm surprised we've come this far. 

Frayed ends ravel every step of the day. 

You can't walk down the street without a glimpse. 
The case of mistaken identity you rush to greet— 
was the face always this cold, 

the hero this tyrant? 


A woman with scarred wrists contemplates her throat. 
“This time,” she tells herself, “I'll spill 
and be memorable.” 


Like a rabbit running to death, 
entrails spinning from a hole in his gut, 
what frazzled feeling can the knot possibly hold 
when a nine-year-old villager in cut down fatigues 
throws a grenade? 

Rule one: if you shoot don't weep. 

A shot is like a particle of light 

which is also a wave, 

which proves we haven't got it together. 


Beyond our wreck of curiosity, 
stars thin and pile again. Again 
the eye registers a dead light. 
No wonder we collide. 


Even now your son and mine race down a dark street 
toward a barricade neither is prepared to break. 

Our remnants shuttle across lives, 

the loom spins out 

picking up threads—again, again, 

who will we wear? 
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NIGHT SONG 


A bad dream wakes 
crying for half-light 
and dim figures at a private table 


not this itch 
driven to the street. 


How many doors have you begged 
and not home yet? 


One night stands. 
Rehearsals you should know by heart. 


Telling me you stare at walls 
and drink in the dark. 


I think of crouched runners 
a gun click 
the stadium deserted 
broken tape 
lifted and dropped 
by the wind. 


SPINNING ON DUST 


Newly hatched 

and fat with eggs 

the moth lies in a box 
her cocoon a shred. 


She tries to unfold her wings 
but has no perch 
no space to stretch 


letting the damp pleats hang. 


Her tuzzed body heaves 
and pumps all day 

and the next 

pumps and dries 

dropping eggs as she spins 
spins 

in a scatter of dust 

and dies. 
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WHAT CAN I TELL YOU 


What do you say to the cat 

when you slam the door on his tail? 
Werre starved to translate 

even a scrap 


howling as if in heat 
and the neighborhood spayed. 


All I can do is rub. 
We live on touch. 


Once after a storm 
I found new-hatched whelks 
washed up on the beach 


hundreds 
clinging to rotten kelp. 


The sea pulls out 
and leaves fossils in the yard. 
What we know of them is hard. 


‘Tm only human” 
you explain 
switching the room from light to dark. 


Outside . 
a peeping tom fogs the glass 
and signs his name. 
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SHIFTS 


We survive by shifts— 
no use to question stars, 
the answer might be off 
by the time it reaches us. 


One crack and out, 

you wedged between darkness and sun-up, 
my side of the bed still warm. 

Outside on the lawn 

random prints evaporate. 


We name, we track through the body. 
The same wilderness as before: 
savage; few clearings; 

the fire out of control. 


Again you ram down the stake. 
I'm kept by the house. 

A note under the door reads, 
Came by but you were asleep. 


A fitth of our life is spent on dreams. 
Veins hum with the motion of stars, 
one ear tuned in, 

the mouth ringing, 


hello, hello... 
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MAKING THE DAY 


PREFACE 


we lie here naked 

drifting 
on a raft without oars 
nothing between us but sails 
and the wind picking up 
and you dropping 
your life story 
as I interrupt with mine 


breaching 
sounding 
into the unknown 
maps you trace on my skin 


your wet fingers 
holding the place 
I want remembered 
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SAVING THE BARN 


I dream of stones 
and stumbling through them 
a lost child lovers a stray 


finding a field 
and at the far end 
that wild fading clump of a barn 


the kind you cut a finger to own 
and sign in blood. 


There is more shuttered in and out of sequence: 
the fragrance of damp bodies bumping into sleep 
from the loft a shout 
murmurs feathering down 
and myself 
lying here weathered. 


Minutes hours years later 
the barn burns and I wake 
on fire to rush in and save what I! can 


the lost children who still hide 
abandoned and closed 


the children who have grown to be mine 


and the lover! slept through burning 
while my ashes lifted with the wind 
and died. 


This is what it means to rain 
and hard ground not hold. 
This is how it is to be a tree 
pressed into stone. 


A man I could love wanders by and touches me. 
I throw myself in his eyes. 

He leans on my body. 

But the ashes are spread too thin 

and he passes through. 


I settle where | can 
on flowers carried home. 
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PLAYING HOUSE 


what are you doing he said 
tracing leaf shadows on the ceiling I said 


not forgetting the outside 
causes the inside to shake 
like the weather of his hand 
on my pressure zone 


feeling you trace he said 


a nibble nibble mouth 
playing all around the house 


and when you draw birds 
mew 


he said 
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DOGS DO BARK 


the dog barks 
the dog down the street 
the dog 
deep in a house 
you know is not hollow 
you know someone lives there 
makes love there 
perhaps even now 
down! down! 
to what the dog roused 
the dog 
clattering on and on 
the politics of one no 
two three 
and the next and next 
street scrambling in 
what a din! 
what a lot of 
bark 
tracked through the house 
urgent 
the throb of a man 
fascinated by a woman's breasts 
while she yips yips 
non stop 
yips 
this house bites 
yips 
to distract 
because the thug hidden in the pipe 
wants rape 
wants 
bark! bark! 
up her pants 
and she knows he knows 
yip yip 
wants out 
in 
out 
in 


50 & 


MAKING THE DAY 


Touch teaches catch as catch can 
but heave, grind, kiss or whine 

put you nowhere near the body's pith; 
when mimosa furls 

the frond holds a private air. 

And rumors, true or not, 

flock the mind we puzzle 

and fade 

in a territory fenced by words. 


It is the mole 

swimming in his shallow hole 
who knows dark as a depth 
he parts with as he goes, 


one arm forward, palm facing out, 
a push back, 

the other arm brought 

in front of his snout. 


Shaping towards day 
we wonder at whose house 
the dog barks through night. 


Answer, answer ruins our sleep 
until the light turns him out. 
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INTO THE HUB 


If the dream has nothing to do with life 
but crouch on the night-side 

and blink at our traffic 

why are we time and again 


blinded and hit? 


When I rise from a dead sleep 

I look back at the map of lines 
strewn across darkness. 

Roads eventually dip into a hub. 
These ruins. 

That trace of an old trail 

once deep 

now disappearing. 


And I let it fall 


but now and then death erupts 
tossing up every grotesque twist. 


Deeper 
I can feel stones shift 
as if over the burial of someone still alive 


no doubt unbearably thirsty 
and running out of breath. 


I give what I have 
and give 
mouth to mouth. 


SEEDS 


I halve an apple on the radius 
and discover a star-shaped center. 
At the flowering end of the apple 
you see the same star 

only pulled in 


the way a turtle snaps back © 
frightened 
into puckered skin 


the way we clutch what we own 
don't touch! don't touch! 

as if this was likely 

preserved as we are 

and swathed to death. 


But this inner star is open 

full of seeds 

jumbled like miniature boats 
robbed and left in an ancient tomb 
long since forgotten. 


Everywhere hunger. 


Ferryboat seeds going out 
coming back 
oarless 


the life inside 
waiting to be rescued. 
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THE NIGHT IS FULL OF US 


They were feeding my father soup when he died. 
None of us was there to hold the spoon. 

All those months under a hospital cap 

he refused to take off, determined, 

the last few days, to discard and gin 

though he rarely knew my name, or who, 

staring at the deck while he waited 

to slip from the tomb of his brain. 


He was born with six fingers on each hand. 

The extras were chopped off, and the flaps stitched. 
What's that, I asked, discovering scars. 

Someone inside tried to climb out 

but lost hold and fell, was the story told. 

I had nightmares of that other one 

scrabbling frantically 

before dropping from sight. 


Back and forth, that world, this. 

Cluttered years I couldn't rummage in. 
Glimpses over candles and silver. 

Yes, I'm happy. Yes, the children are fine. 
It was hard to catch my father for long. 


I go to bed scared of not coming through. 
The night is full of us, the radiant 

falling into themselves to be born, 
fragments curving back, 

a drop of sweat, a single pulse, 

felt as they were moments ago. 


A POT OF SAND 


I rake matted leaves 

like adhesive from an old wound, 
throw seed on the scar, 

and lie to myselt: 

the path jammed with pine straw 
must mean something worse 

goes on up-river, a collision of logs, 
the difficult balance 

rolling under. 


And it drifts down. 

A friend arrives with a pot of sand, 
and expects me to play the game: 
water, feed, wait for the sprout. 


It's the dune I'm atraid of, 
the way it slips in... 


An oasis, she says. 

She forgets thirst follows from illusion 

to illusion, 

the river flowing into sand. 

She forgets how it is to burn for the well, 
how it is to feel the flow mount, 

spill, the body unsated, 

the body filled. 


She forgets we rise from the desert, 
a flash of toads and buds. 


BIRMINGHAM LIBERATED 


Noguchi went wild 
when he saw the steel mill 
of Sloss Sheffield 


To him 
it was the best piece in town 


no klutzy columned pile of bricks 
but stacked! 


and he wanted to paint them 
WOW 

in primaries 

when nothing comes true 
not blonde or brunette 


That crazy great Isamu 
imagine 
red yellow and bawdy blue 


phallic conceits 
rising from the concrete 


Mind you 

these are serious considerations 
city fathers beget 

in our centers. 


PICTOGRAPHS 


I 


Bicycles rush cars 
and wheels grab. 


Behind a curtain the mad are rocking. 


And still you whisper— 
News of the cricket up in flames 
Your back warmed by a hearth of ashes. 


Why the locked door? 
The blind have fingers. 


Say they cut under your scream 
And hold the heart up beating— 
Before it stops your eyes will have dried. 


I] 


No end to an unpatrolled beach. 
Waves swat us down and scrape our burns. 


Wading through swarms 
Who can depend on off-shore wind. 


Everywhere sand. 
Long afternoons surrounded by stone. 


The door bursting in at the wrong time 
To the wrong one. 


IT] 


A pine-still night presses needles through sleep. 
Not enough wind to carry the clouds. 


To be all moon 
Catching the leaves 
That smolder around hollows 


To be lost 
Wax to your metal 
And you where | want. 


Our bodies sweetgrass 
Woven to hold 
The familiar 


The buried. 
Old pump 


Coughing as if you had pipes through this wilderness. 


THE NEXT CLOUD 


Another 24 hours. 
Oblique passes. Quick retreats. 
And here's hoping the next one keeps 
longer than the last 

breast, crotch, thigh, 
the clouds that sag off 
while I lie here watching your face 
change over mine 


crying out 
know me. 


WAITING FOR THE PLANET TO MEND 


I think we arrived too soon. 
Split and afloat we wait for continents 
to collide and fit. 


A profound fault rattles our dreams 
as if a long line of boxcars crossed 
packed with people pounding on locks. 


Most of us sleep like mountains when they pass. 


At times the locks give 

and the dreams we thought extinct 
tumble out whole and warm 

in the curve of our arms. 


Put to breast, tomorrow they starve— 
it's not the same to pick up a pen 
and write a formula. 

Bodies splatter between words. 

Too weak to suck, a child drifts off 
like a curl of smoke. 


And the crack widens. 

Hot at it again, you spill. 

I lie beneath, glazed by the scald. 
Love me, love me, you say. 

I say help deliver this sac of blood. 


GROUNDING 


A friend tells me she once drove 

through four consecutive rainbows. 
Puzzling—nothing like that has happened 
before or since. 


We rationalize some days are pitched too high 
like the sound that drives a dog 
round and round biting his tail. 


More talk colors the rainbow, 
bands it skywards, 

but it's the body she wants 
brought down shining 

before it slips through her fingers. 


Pulled in close, 

the body doesn't need to be covered. 

It hums in the golden shower of the throat, 
and waits naked for the word to come. 
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CLAY 


Any day you could be swept off by the river. 
Any day shift and crumble. 


If a foot presses you inward, 

if you're lifted out and thrown to the wheel, 
at least pain shapes to the rest of life. 

You have it in you to be held. 


You know the hand, how it smooths and roots. 


Wet with longing, what will you save? 


You know the mouth and all it can open. 
You know the feel of its petals, 
and how werre transported by the hum. 


The river comes a long way to pool. 
You have it in you to flower. 
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FOR NOW 


You and I! are holes in the universe 


Today 
tomorrow 
the next hour 
one of us is going to explode 


lump 
flower 
whimper 
snarl 
grow fangs or down 


For now 
with night wrapped around us 
forget our differences 


Let me feel you 


Touch tongues 
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PROBABILITIES 


I wake in the warm weather of the body 


to evaporate and rain again. 


Floating in 
rushing out 
we tangle 
but nothing holds fast. 
A message might drift for years 
and never come back still 
I throw myself out 
imagining you on the shore 
imagining me in your hands. 


Is it possible to land finally 
on one thing we love? 


I know I'm only hallf-filled 
a pocket a groove 
collector of drift 
holding what I can 
earth 

that even now gives 
the body I could drown in 
the voice 

murmuring off 


in the dark 


VOYAGER 


“Launched from Cape Canaveral the spacecraft 
carries with it messages from earth, including 
the song of the Hump-back whale.” 


It you look up at night 
you might think of it drifting there 
without moorings, 
among the stars, 
the hold filled with treasure, 
a whale’s song on the reel. 


Grounded by time, 

we shave olf yesterday's shadow 

and move into traffic. 

The hope is to be found, 

if not whole at least an imprint— 
an ancient boat, oarlocks intact, 
a gold prow. 


The vision we keep is heroic: 
a ship and its pyre headed out 
to arrive 
with the body burning, 
still burning when the boat drifts off 
trailing its rope. 


Words that sail into the mouth 

do more than unload. 

They find tongue to touch tongue 
and translate who we are. 


The whale’s echo 

could overtlow a billion years, 
sounding 

until it drowns. 


Or it could split the night 


and out of the spray 
a breath take song. 
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JULIE SUK is co-editor of BEAR CROSS- 
INGS, an anthology of North American 
Poets published by The New South 
Company. Her own work has appeared 
in numerous quarterlies and “little” 
magazines. 

Since moving to Charlotte via Birming- 
ham, Alabama, and Cleveland, Ohio, 
she has been involved with Continuing 
Education, and Poetry-In-The-Schools 
programs. 

An interest in archaeology and natural 
sciences also resulted in a job with the 
Charlotte Nature Museum. 

Born in Mobile, Alabama, and the 
mother of three, she now lives in North 
Carolina with her husband. 

Ms. Suk is currently business manager 
and associate editor of Southern Poetry 
Review. 
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THE MEDICINE WOMAN 
was designed and illustrated by 
M. McOwen of the WHISTLING 
SWAN PRESS in Manteo, North 
Carolina. The poems were set in 
Stymie Light with titles in Stymie 
Medium. The St. Andrews Press 
has published this book in an ed- 
ition of five hundred. 


The photograph adjacent to the 
title page is by James Eldridge. 


THE MEDICINE WOMAN is a courageous book. 
Julie Suk is a rare poet. Through symbols and 
primordial visions, she links us to the archaeology 
of the blood...draws our attention to the supersti- 
tious savage in each of us who, inspired and 
frightened by the sacred mysteries of the sexual life, 
clings like a child to a beloved mate. 

—Paul Newman 


Her best poems...can pull the logic out of dream, as 
in the magnificent “Saving the Barn” where the 
images rise well above privacy or idiosyncrasy and 
become archetypal. Some of these poems are 
unforgettable. Which is to say that Julie Suk isa real 
poet. 

—Lewis Turco 


julie suk makes strong medicine. her poems leap 
from the page and nail us. they are riveting, 
- compelling; they sing, growl, cry, and laugh. ithank 
her for writing them. 

—joel oppenheimer 


